fearful of interruptions, she took the writing materials to her room#
There, seated in the rose-coloured wing-chair, she outlined her plans.
She wrote hastily, then lapsed into thought, then scribbled again.
She crossed out certain items and rearranged her outline, not once
bi|t many times.
All afternoon she planned while the life of the house went on
about her. Gabrielle poked her head around the door to ask if she
wanted tea, but Julia waved her away curtly. She did go down to
dinner, however, still wearing her house-coat, but it might have been
a glittering evening gown, so electrically did it clothe her. The candle-
light enhanced her animation, lent romance to the quickening colour
in her cheeks, the sparkle in her eyes. Young Johnson fell in love
with her and completely forgot Sue, who lamented to Rufus later,
" That's what comes of having two good-looking sisters. I never get
any men."
" Bigamist/' accused Rufus, and laughed as her reluctant laughter
bubbled. " Of course," he added, " you wouldn't want anyone so
susceptible as Oliver."
" Maybe not," Sue granted.   " But I do want someone."
Julia scarcely noticed Oliver. If she had, his admiration would
have pleased her; but his infatuation would have entrenched her
further in her instinctive sense of superiority.
As the days wore on, her inner enthusiasm increased, flickered,^
settled around a routine of study.   For Julia had decided to devottf*
herself to a year's research before she  opened her school.    Her
collection of notes and memoranda bore the heading " School of
Individuality."   After testing out various names for it, she decided
that individuality was the line for her to follow.   It was different,
and it covered a wider field than etiquette alone.
Julia's research was done with thoroughness and purpose. She
skimmed the public library shelves for everything she could find on
etiquette, personality, psychology, hobbies. She clipped from the
papers articles dealing with styles, manners,-habits, and make-up.
She read the magazines on any related subject. She enrolled in a
diction class at the Hanover School of Speech and an extension courst
in speech at West River College. Her note-books accumulated; her
manner became more secretive.
Jimmy and the others were consumed with curiosity, but Gabrielle
alone guessed what all this strange activity meant. She found Julia
in their bedroom one evening engrossed in The Psychology of Per-
sonality. Similar books lay on the floor at her feet.
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